shock them, show them 


Author: sourisnaime 

Bands: Kiss 

Characters: Paul Stanley, Ace Frehley 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun May 21 2023 01:36:28 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
This is a goofy, rather self-serving not-really-cutscene from "little t$a," answering a question no one ever 


actually asked: what if Paul's curse was contagious? Sexswapped Ace/Paul. 


| fooled with this off and on not too long after "little ta" wrapped up, mostly for my own amusement, but 
was encouraged to continue/finish it by some very kind feedback. This doesn't fit neatly into the storyline, nor 
is it supposed to. The context makes more sense if you've already read ‘little t$a," but | feel like it makes 


sense as a stand-alone. Physically lesbian smut between two seventies male rockstars. | apologize in advance. 


He hadn't answered the phone since Gene had come. The only reason he picked up was because he figured it 


might be Gene on the line. 
"Hello?" 


"Paulie!" A somewhat shrill, vaguely familiar voice greeted him immediately. "Paulie, you bastard, you're 


contagious!" 


"Whattre you talking a--" 
"Its mel It's Ace! You turned me into a chick, too! 

"Ace, that's not funny. Quit using that voice." 

“M not! Fuck, | was barely even around you! Gene ought to be the one getting it! 
"You're puting on" 


"lll prove it! I'm coming over, asshole." Ace never could manage to be vitriolic. Even when he was irritated, 


there was usually a weird edge of humor to his words. "Gimme an hour." 
"Ace, hang on, wait--" 


"Don't doll yourself up for me, man, I'm not Geno here." A snort, the line going dead. Paul held the phone in his 
hand for a dull few seconds before hanging it up. No way. No possible way. Carol couldn't have wanted this 
curse to be contagious. Could she? Maybe Ace was just fooling around on him. He'd be over in one of the old 
dresses from that drag party, bra stuffed with toilet paper, all for the sake of getting Paul to do a double- 
take. Yeah. Yeah. 


Forty-five minutes later, Paul was proven devastatingly wrong when Ace showed up at his door. 


To his credit, Ace's outfit was a vast improvement over the bathrobes Paul had saddled himself with before 
Gene had shown up. Unfortunately, Ace had lifted half of said outfit from his wife, who was still a fair amount 
shorter than he was. Her jeans looked like high-water pants on his frame, and the flipflops just made the whole 
look sadder. Ace was wearing an old, now-baggier t-shirt he'd bought on their first tour, a puke-yellow 


number advertising some midwest restaurant. 


Ace had a cuter, slightly more feminine face than he did. Paul had always thought Ace looked like Shirley 
MacLaine when he'd done drag or glam, but that hadn't been really fair. Ace's features weren't as much like 
hers as he'd figured-- not soft to the point of being a bit indistinct. His nose still took up too much of his 
face, eyes still interesting-looking, though not what Paul considered pretty. Not only that, but Ace was still 
taller than him, still skinnier than him-- Paul wasn't exactly jealous so much as baffled. Well. Maybe a little 
jealous. Ace didn't look too angry or frustrated, under the circumstances, sauntering in and tossing his keys on 


the coffee table. 
"Ace, I'm sorry, | dunno how this ha--" Paul started, only for Ace to shrug. 
"IFs just a curse, man, it's not your fault." And then a laugh. "Well, it is, but--" 


"You want anything?" It felt like a stupid thing to ask. "Gene'll be back in a couple hours. He just went to pick up 
some things." 


"Shit, did you already get him to move in with you? You move fast, Paul." Ace winked. "| don't want anything. l'll 


just hide out here until we either break the curse or have to start a girl group.” 

"We won't start a girl group," Paul muttered, and then it hit him. "What about Jeanette?" 

Ace's expression faltered slightly, and he shrugged again 

"There ain't a good way to tell your wife she's married to a chick for awhile." 

"No lesbianism? | thought you and her were pretty adventurous." 

"She didn't think it was me. | kept trying to tell her." 

"But you look like yourself--" 

"Missing a pretty crucial dick there." Ace wandered into the kitchen. Paul followed him, watching him dig 


through the fridge with more familiarity than Paul was comfortable with. Inevitably, he pulled out a beer. "S 
all right. I'll get her back soon" 


They watched TN. together for awhile while Ace finished off two beers. Paul was privately amazed at Ace's 
lack of much discomfort or self-pity. Maybe Ace was just that certain they'd break the curse soon, or maybe 
he really didn't care that much. It was a level of calm Paul didn't know if he envied. 

"D'you got any clothes, Paulie?" 

Paul sighed So much for the handful of outfits Gene had bought him. 

"They won't fit you." 

"What, ‘cause of your tits?" Ace snorted. "I just want some t-shirts. This is all | got for now." 

"Cmon" Paul took him to his bedroom. Ace dug around in the chest of drawers as if it were his own, picking 
out one of Paul's hopelessly-oversized t-shirts. Then, looking mildly dejected, he picked through the clothes in 
Paul's closet, reaching for the blouses Gene had gotten for him. 


"You can't take those. | just bought them." 


"Okay." Ace grabbed a purple paisley button-down instead. Paul opened his mouth to protest, then shut it. "I'll 
tie it in the front. Thanks." He didn't hang either top up, just draped them on top of the dresser before 
returning to sit beside Paul on the bed. 


"You can borrow more than that" 

“M hoping | don't have to." 

"| didn't think you cared" 

| care. l'm just not gonna cry about it” 

"There's a lot to cry about. If we don't fix this soon, KISS is fucked" 

"Sure, KISS is fucked," Ace said conversationally, "but | think we should focus on the really important things.’ 
"KISS is the really important thing," 

"No." Ace waved his hand. "We've got a once in a lifetime opportunity here. Tiresias and all that shit" 

"You know about Tiresias?" 


"Jeanette made me go back to school when | tried to quit" Ace's expression didn't lose a hint of its sunniness. 


Let's figure some shit out. Lemme see your tits." 

"Ace, c'mon" 

"Okay, okay, I'll go first.” Ace yanked off his top. Unsurprisingly, there was nothing beneath it. His breasts 
barely qualified as handfuls, too far apart and too small to make anything resembling cleavage, though they 
were quite perky, his nipples noticeably hard. Great. "How's that?" 

"ve seen better." 

"Me too. Your turn" 

"Seriously?" 


"Seriously. Unless you still look like a fucking werewolf under there." 


Paul flipped him off. Then, half just to prove Ace wrong, he unbuttoned his blouse, wadding it up and tossing it 
in Ace's face. He hadn't bothered with a bra that morning. Ace's eyes widened. 


"Shit. Shit, Paulie." He reached out a hand almost hesitantly, like he thought Paul might slap him if he got too 
close. Rolling his eyes, Paul just grabbed Ace's hand and pressed his palm against one breast. "Are they 
sensitive? | don't feel a damn thing with mine. Even twisting the nipples doesn't work" 


"Uh," Paul mumbled. Ace cupping and prodding his breasts like a teenage boy with his first girlfriend wasn't 
doing much for him, sure, but-- "I think it's better if it's someone else doing it" 


"You volunteering?" Ace tweaked one nipple, making Paul twitch involuntarily, before scooting up closer. "Go for 


it." 


It was weird as hell. He'd fooled around with Ace before, although not as much as he had with Peter early on. 
Let Ace suck him off when they were both drunk Made out with him a handful of times. That kind of thing. It 
hadn't been experimental for either of them. Just something to do. Ace had never exactly gotten him hot in 
more than a sideways manner; he was too gangly, too androgynous, and his face was riddled with acne scars. 
All of that was still true now, but-- he looked a bit better as a girl. Paul figured, back in high school, he 
wouldve tried to go to bed with a chick that looked like Ace, keenly aware that was about the upper limit of 


what a fat, curly-haired wannabe hippie could've managed. 


As stupid as it was, he felt more like a guy while sizing up Ace than he had in over a week. More like he had a 
hand in what was happening. It felt good, empowering, almost, even if he couldn't act on it the way he would've 


wanted. It felt good knowing Ace probably didn't give a damn, either. 


Paul closed a hand around one of Ace's breasts. Just a little thing. He wouldn't have needed a bra, really. 
Maybe they could get away with it in the band as long as Ace was the only one stuck as a girl. After all, Ace 
only ever sung backing vocals and they tried not to let him do interviews. Thinking about the look on Ace's face 
when Paul had mentioned his wife, though, made Paul feel a twinge of guilt for even considering the viability of 
Ace staying in the band that way. Ace's expression didn't shift any, even when Paul started groping in earnest. 
Not until Paul's other hand went for the button of Ace's jeans. 


"Oh, girlie, | thought you'd take me to dinner first," Ace cracked, hips shifting forward. Paul slid the zipper 
down, fingers teasing their way beneath his jeans. Predictably, Ace hadn't bothered with underwear at all. Ace 
lifted his hips slightly, wriggling the jeans down a bit so there was less in the way of Paul's hand. 


Even if he hadn't known already that Ace's transformation had gone all the way, it was weird to confirm. 
Strange for his fingers to meet a soft, very wet mound instead of a cock. Paul wondered if Gene felt like that 
around him, then shrugged off the thought immediately. Better off focusing on what was in front of him. 


Paul didn't think he could credit himself with Ace's arousal anyway. Ace would sport a hard-on at any time day 
or night, with or without coke. Still, a part of him marveled at just how slick and open Ace was, how easily he 
managed to find the swollen, soaked nub of his clit, brushing it carefully with his finger. Paul moved his hand 
from Ace's breast (Ace really hadn't responded much at all to any stimulation there yet) to his shoulder, 
pushing Ace down until he was flat on the bed. An actual chick might've looked vulnerable that way. But Ace 


just grinned as Paul followed him down, straddling Ace's leg and kissing him hard on the mouth. 


Stupidly, he'd thought kissing Ace would feel different now. But apart from the lack of stubble, it didn't at all 
Ace's mouth still tasted like alcohol. Ace still kissed languidly, and still had that tendency to cup his hand 


around the face of whoever he was kissing. Sure, there was no comparison between giving Ace a handjob and 


rubbing him off right now. And bearing down on Ace wasn't the same, either. But Ace was still himself 
somehow. Paul envied that as he started to stroke and rub Ace's folds in earnest, Ace whining and wriggling 
beneath him, breaths hot against his face. 

"Put a finger in me." 

"You sure? It hurt when | tried it." 

"Cmon, Paul," Ace grunted, bony hips bucking up. "You think | haven't? Put a couple, just-- ngh..." 

Two fingers slid in easily. Paul crooked them gingerly-- he'd thought he was great with women until he'd tried 
to masturbate as one-- still sort of afraid he'd hurt him. But Ace just lolled his head back, sharp, high sounds 
coming from his throat as Paul kept fingering him. 

"There... right there... oh, fuck, just like that.." Ace's fingers found Paul's hair, yanking painfully. Sweat was 
beading up on his forehead. Half-unconsciously, Paul rubbed up against Ace's leg, the friction of fabric against 


skin a little rough but not unpleasant. "Oh... oh..." 


Paul could feel Ace clenching around his fingers as he came. 


"We can try scissoring.” 

"No." 

"Aw, but I'm a virgin, Paulie. Nobody but you's ever--" 
"Not with your bony hips. I'd get bruises." 


"Have Gene kiss ‘em better." But Ace seemed amenable enough, afterglow brief enough, evidently, that he sat 
up as soon as Paul got off of him. "That was pretty good. You got any toys?" 


"Why the hell do you want a toy?" 

Ace tossed him a long-suffering look 

"Are you that scared of putting anything up there? .. You haven't even fucked Gene yet, have you?" 
"| dont want to-—" 


"Yeah, you do. He's got a small dick, anyway, | don't think it'd hurt much going in" Ace was lackadaisical, 
stretching his arms out. He hadn't so much as tugged his jeans back up, and they hung oddly around his 


thighs. "Peter, though... 
"Do you always do this?" 

"Talk about dicks? Well, you tell me, Paulie--" 

"No, talk about other people after you just got laid" 

"Just got laid?" Ace laughed. "You call that getting laid?" 

"Oh, come on--" 

"That was second-base shit! | got farther with chicks when | was fifteen! Fuck, you didn't even do a muff dive." 
"You didn't return the favor.” 


"You make a girl feel real loved when you won't take off your pants to screw around." Ace winked. "I don't have 


to have a toy here. Did you really want to go again, or are you just bitching?" 


He didn't think Ace would get it. Messing around with him felt like it was on a different playing field than with 
Gene. He didn't feel overwhelmed, or like someone else knew his body better than he did right now. Or as 
though Ace liked him better this way. Ace's total shortsightedness was a blessing compared to the stress Paul 
had put himself through wondering about Gene. 


"Il go again if you'll eat me out first.” 


Ace saluted him. 


Paul had pretty much expected Ace to just go for it. Tell him to lay down and then start in. Fulfill a fetish. 
Well, part of it, anyway. Paul could admit, at least to himself, that he could really see the appeal of some 
pseudo-lesbianism right about now, if he'd been with a Playboy model. To have a chick like that go down on him 
(who was that lesbian friend of Star Stowe's? He could picture her face, but her name escaped him) would 
have to be incredible. But Ace didn't exactly have that kind of draw. As long as he kept his mouth shut, which 
he wouldn't, he was cute. But not sexy. Not sexy at all 


Paul suddenly realized he was mentally griping over the oral he'd asked out of Ace. Maybe he had gotten 
spoiled. Ace, meanwhile, was shucking off his wife's jeans completely before helping Paul tug off his own. Once 
he tugged off his panties, Paul could feel Ace's gaze travel between his thighs, though he didn't comment. 


"Your face feels so fucking weird this smooth," Ace said instead, tracing his fingers briefly across Paul's jaw. "I 
bet you started shaving when you were twelve." 


"Fourteen 

Ace kissed him twice on the mouth. He looked a little disappointed before shrugging a bit and going in for a 
deeper kiss, scooting up to straddle Paul's lap, crossing his ankles behind Paul. Just the faintest bit of warmth 
traveled through Paul's spine at the contact. It was the first time he'd really felt aroused towards anyone who 
wasn't Gene since the curse started. Forget Gene, it was the first time he'd even been completely naked 
around anyone since the curse started. But it was weird, too. Ace's hips slotted up tight against his own-- 
they weren't lined up perfectly, no, but that didn't mean the blood wasn't starting to rush to Paul's groin with 
Ace's slightly hesitant, experimental rocking against him. 

"You're kinda stiff here. You sure you're okay?" 

‘lm fine." He couldn't put it into words anyway, and he didn't think Ace would care. It was just harder to realign 
himself than he'd thought. With Gene, it had been easier-- he'd known what he wanted, and wasn't yet willing 
to give him; the mechanics were theoretically there.With Ace, the full depth of what he lacked was staring him 
straight in the face. New territory for both of them. He was faltering. 

"You're always kinda a cold fish, | guess, but.. you gonna let yourself go more?" 

"Maybe you're just not hot enough.” 

It was meaner than he'd intended, but Ace didn't even flinch. 


"Aw, girly, you've never seen tits this great in your life. Not even a fucking handful" Ace laughed, tilting Paul's 
chin up with his thumb. "Do you feel funny? | mean, really funny. | thought | would, but..." 


‘| feel pretty weird," Paul confessed. "I feel like | don't know how to act anymore." 

"Just act like you always do." 

"But it doesn't come off right anymore. Maybe it never did. Everything | do is off now." 
"Everything you did was kinda off before." 

"You know what | mean! | don't sound right, | don't move right--" 

"You move like a guy," Ace said dryly. 

"Exactly! These-- Ace, it's an issue." 


"Why is it an issue? You're not gonna start acting different just because your body's different.” 


"What if l'm supposed to?" 

"Paulie, | thought you promised me some hot lesbian sex." 

"Ace, l'm serious." 

"So am |. You're not supposed to do anything. You're just making things harder on yourself” Ace scooted back a 
bit. Not nearly enough to get out of his lap. "Look, ‘m not really thrilled, but | can't try to pretend l'm 
somebody else, either. | wouldn't do that for anybody." 

"That's easy for you," Paul retorted. "Nobody expects that out of you." 

If this is about fucking Gene--" 

It's not" 

"It is. God, do you think Gene expects you to act any different?" 

"l-I don't know. | just... | know l'm not acting like a real girl." 

Ace gave Paul a long-suffering look and scooted off his lap entirely, crossing his legs. 

"Nobody said you had to. What's a girl act like, anyway?" 

"Oh, you know what | mean." 


Ace just laughed. 


"Would you stop with the bullshit? Y'know what your real problem is? You're so self-absorbed you're 
paralyzed." 


"That's not it" 


"What a girl acts like-- come off it. Like you haven't put on a dress before now. Like you haven't ever put on 


makeup outside of the concerts." 
"Ace--" 


"You think that matters? You think that makes somebody a girl? Its fucking window dressing.” Ace let out a 
sound halfway between a sigh and a grunt. "Its fucking window dressing, and it's not getting you anywhere." 


Ace was right about the last part, and Paul didn't feel like arguing over the first. He crooked a finger towards 
Ace instead, the way he'd pick out girls from the Coop. Thinking of the way they'd hang onto a single gesture 


like that was warming and sickening all at once right now. But Ace was shaking his head at him. 

"Uh-uh. You're not in the mood, | can tell." 

"C'mon, Ace. | did promise you some hot lesbian sex." 

"You ain't gonna do anything you think you'll be bad at." 

Paul didn't answer, though the insult burned. He scooted up, looking over at Ace. Skinny as he was, with the 
transformation getting rid of what little muscle mass he might have had, his body almost looked delicate, apart 
from the pouch of stomach fat. Baby Elvis still had the beginnings of that beer gut. Some weird, decidedly 
male part of Paul still felt protective, as he reached over on impulse and pushed Ace's hair back behind his 
ear, his small, silver hoop earring catching the light. 

"You ever been seduced, Ace?" 

"Ile been propositioned," Ace hedged. 

"That's not the same." Hand on Ace's shoulder. Closer, taking stock. Ace's nipples were hard, a pink flush 
starting to spread on his breasts. As Ace uncrossed his legs and shifted forward, Paul caught sight of a small 
damp spot on the sheets. "Seduction's slow, right? Real slow. Someone buys you a drink--" 

"No one's ever bought me a drink, Paul--" 

"Maybe they should've." Paul coasted his hand down from Ace's shoulder to one of his breasts, rubbing and 
massaging it, pinching the nipple. Ace bit his lip. That flush was on Ace's neck now, too, spreading up to his 
face. Responding now after all. Paul realized, sharply, that his own cheeks were starting to warm up, that he 
was getting slick between his thighs just like he had that night with Gene. Wet when he was still only used to 
being hard. That was okay. That was okay for right now. "Maybe | should've." 

Ace started to laugh quietly. 


"You're just saying that ‘cause you're finally playing with a tit that isn't yours." 


Paul let go only to take one of Ace's wrists-- Ace's eyes widened, but he didn't move, as Paul placed Ace's 
palm just below his breast. 


"Feel that? Your heart's beating like a rabbit's right now." 
‘Its the beer," Ace protested. Weakly. 


He was starting to unravel. Paul could tell. It was cute, really, catching sight of a strange flicker in Ace's eyes 
he'd only seen a handful of times before. That flicker when Ace was watching a particularly hot girl wander off 


with a bandmate or a roadie. | want that; that was what that look said. /want-that He wondered how much of 
that had to do with them both being chicks now, and how much had to do with Ace's self-esteem being almost 
as torpedoed as Paul's (maybe more-- after all, he'd just been thrown out by his wife), and then he decided it 
didn't really matter. He tapped the back of Ace's hand before reaching down between Ace's thighs, fingers 
finding wet folds. Just a fingertip's worth of a search before brushing up against the hard nub of his clit. 


"Feel that?" 
A slight jerk of his hips and a curse was all the answer Paul got back. 


"Help me out, Ace," he said softly. "Help yourself out, too." 


Ace went down like a dream, back sinking slowly onto the mattress, legs parting easily. Seeing himself naked 
from this vantage point was weird as hell, though in its way, seeing Paul was much stranger (mostly, it was 
the tits-- looking him straight in the face was normal enough). Deep down, he knew what Paul meant. The 
mismatch between the body and the mind. The sobering (haha) reality of what life might be like if the curse 
didn't end. He'd thought about it a bit. He'd never be able to get coked up or plastered as a girl without running 
the risk of ending up raped or dead in an alley somewhere. That fact was more concerning than never playing a 


KISS concert again, and less concerning than never being with Jeanette again. 


Then there was the hilarity of Paul trying to woo him like one of his second-rate actresses. The hell of it was 


that it had started to work. 


Ace shut his eyes briefly, feeling Paul's weight on him again, pressing heated kisses to warmer skin. His 
breaths hitched as he felt and then saw Paul's mouth slip lower, down his neck, to the space between his 
breasts, to his stomach. Paul's hands were smaller but still familiar enough, running down his sides before 
finally settling at his hips. Ace licked suddenly-dry lips, keenly aware of just how wet he was everywhere else. 
Damn. He'd said he'd eat Paul out before they tried their hand at anything else, but he wasn't complaining 
about this turn of events. Not at all, as Paul nudged his thigh with his head. Ace raised it. 


"Up. Let me feel you." 


It was still a second before Ace realized what he meant. He raised both legs, resting them against Paul's back. 
Oh. God, this was a nice view. Paul practically hemmed in by him. Big doe eyes and pouty lips, framed by that 
mass of curly hair. A pretty guy made for a pretty girl, imagine that. Well. Whether Paul was a chick or a 
guy, Ace could get hot for a sight like him between his legs any day. 


His breaths were sharp and ragged as soon as Paul started to lick Not tentatively, like Ace had half-expected, 
but full and firm, going from the edge to the center, dragging long, thick stripes along his inner thighs first 
before meeting his soaking wet folds. Slipping inside him, then flicking against his clit. Soft little sounds from 


Paul's throat as he began to suck lightly on that little bundle of nerves. Jesus. His whole body felt like a live 


wire. His legs wobbled against Paul's back, hands sinking into Paul's scalp. 


‘C'mon, c'mon." He wasn't really guiding Paul's head around so much as tugging his hair as the sensations 
started to mount. It'd come on a bit faster when Paul had fingered him to orgasm earlier. Speaking of... "Gimme 


a hand, too, Paulie, please..." 


Paul's lapping and sucking slowed, then stopped abruptly. His fingers slid between Ace's folds- fuck, Ace just 
felt so opened up, so damn determined to be filled- slipping and spreading and crooking just enough to push Ace 
over the edge again. No cry this time; his limbs just stiffened up before going lax. Even the hands in Paul's 
hair drooped as his breathing slowly started to return to normal. 


It wasn't better coming as a girl, Ace decided later, just different. There was a nice, pleasant haze to 
everything as he came down; he didn't feel sapped the way he normally would after a sober, or mostly-sober 
orgasm. He let his hands slide out of Paul's hair and rest on either side of him, legs drifting from Paul's back 
to the mattress, and then Paul shifted, sort of sitting up. His eyes were heavy lidded and needy, so dark that 
Ace could barely find the pupils. 


"Ace," Paul mumbled, voice suddenly husky, "could you.. would you let me..” 


Ace was only half-sure of what he was agreeing to when he nodded back. Paul straddled his bare thigh- oh, he 
was wet, he was soaking as he rocked up against him, back and forth, hips moving in quick, insistent jerks, 
breasts bouncing just a little. Ace was reminded, suddenly, of those old nude paintings in art class of those 
girls with long, dark curls and wild eyes. Waterhouse, Rosetti, all of them. Maybe it was a more flattering 
comparison than Paul deserved. Probably. Paul was a griper and not quite as hot as he thought he was. And 
contagious to boot. But it didn't matter. Ace's pulse was speeding up again just at the sight and feel of him, 
especially as he watched Paul start to gnaw his lip, biting back small groans. God- 


"Cut that shit out," Ace said suddenly. "Let's fuck" 


Paul didn't hesitate too much. Just a dry sort of smirk that didn't suit the sweat beading on his forehead and 
between his breasts and the need burning up inside him, because it was the same for him. Just that, and two 


sardonic words. 
"With what?" 
"With what we got" 


Paul shifted off Ace's thigh. Ace spread his legs wide again and angled his hips up as Paul maneuvered between 
them, straddling him properly this time, hip to hip. Bearing down on him completely. Fitting against him 
completely, pussy against his own- Paul started to rub and grind again, his hips finding a new rhythm, one that 
was finally giving Ace more than a nice view and damp sheets, one that was getting him off. Ace couldn't help 
but wriggle, pushing up from the bed, trying to align himself just so. The sensation, the pressure, was good, 


though not nearly as direct as his fingers. Paul was thrusting and rubbing against him like he still had a dick. It 
was almost cute. 


"You're making me do all the work here," Paul grunted after awhile, though not too unpleasantly. Ace just 
grinned back, reaching up to grope at Paul's breasts. 


"You look real good doing it." 
"Oh, shut up." 


Ace pinched Paul's nipple in response, gratified at Paul's little reactionary twitch. He'd let up some, stopped 
grinding for a minute. There was enough space between them for Ace to run his fingers down from Paul's 
breasts to his stomach, and finally between his slick thighs, damp with both their juices. Paul's eyes went a 
little wide as Ace began to stroke. 


"That okay, Paulie?" 
"Y-yeah. Keep going." 


Ace nodded. At some point, Paul had ended up braced against him, holding himself up with one hand against 

Ace's shoulder. That hand was pushing hard now, wobbling. Paul looked endearingly lost in want now, overcome 
as Ace worked him over with his fingers, savoring every cry, every wiggle of his hips. Paul was into pressure 
more than penetration, he found. That suited Ace fine, rubbing and stroking along his folds, easing those sharp 


screams out of him as effortlessly as guitar riffs. 


He wasn't too surprised when Paul's grip on his shoulder faltered and he collapsed on top of him. Ace kept 
going, hand now sandwiched a bit awkwardly, but Paul just grabbed both his shoulders and-- rolled him over. 


"Hey, what was that for?" 

"You've been on your back way too long." 

Ace made a feeble effort to flip their positions back-- mostly because he liked the better access to Paul's 
breasts-- only to stop fairly quickly. Paul probably had at least ten pounds on him, but more importantly, Paul 
had started rutting his hips against his still hand. He was close. It wouldn't take much now. 

"Okay. Okay." He shifted, cupping his hand around Paul's pussy, fingers pressing his folds in deliberate, warm 


strokes, mouth pressing a few kisses and a few more words against Paul's throat. "I've made you work for it 


enough, girlie. Let's see you come." 
gn, g Y 


Paul wasn't generally one for post-coital snuggles. Ace managed to get him into one anyway, looping one arm 
carelessly around him a bit after he'd come. Paul was in a good enough mood to allow it. They lay there for 
awhile in silence. Paul looked pensively at Ace, the gangly fragility of his frame, sort of hating how looking at 
Ace made him feel a bit better about his own body. Not just because he had much more of a figure, either, 
though that was part of it. But like a flu outbreak, if the curse could spread, it could end, too. 

Paul's glances eventually began to swap between the ceiling and Ace, who was staring at himself, too, his free 
hand sloping down his side, from his breast to his overly-jutty hip. He didn't look enamored or even intrigued-- 
maybe that was no surprise, given he didn't really have much of a body. Ace only looked a little disappointed. 
"Y'know, | kinda thought that would've done something." 


"How come?" 


"You slept with that chick who cursed you, right? Figured sleeping with somebody else might." he trailed, 
shrugging his shoulders. "Oh, well." 


Paul didn't really see the logic of it. Unless sleeping with her had been some kind of weird impetus for the 
curse itself to have happened. Wait. That didn't mean that- Ace hadn't fucked around with him just to try and 
break the curse, had he? 

"That's not why you-" Paul could feel his face coloring, but Ace just laughed and shook his head. 

"Nah, nah, it's not why. | wanted to, anyway. Hell, | would've slept with you when | had a dick, too." 


"You have," Paul said peevishly. Ace reached over with his free hand, pinching Paul's nipple playfully. 


"You got a real Puritanical idea of sex for a Jewish guy, girlie. Oral's all we ever got outta each other until 


now. 
Paul sighed, pushing Ace's hand away. 
"Yeah, you're right." More pressingly. "You would've, though?" 


"Would've what? Fucked you right now if | was a guy?" The amusement in Ace's brown eyes was obvious. "You 


want everyone after you, don't you?" 
"No, I-" 
"Isn't it enough being Starchild? Do you gotta be a sexy chick, too?" 


"It'd make me feel better." 


Ace laughed a little. 


"Make me feel better." he singsonged "Shock Me"'s chorus, very briefly, then, "oh, Jesus, that sounds so bad 


right now..." 
"It should, its my part." 


"Then you sing it. C'mon" Ace's hand was wandering again, this time, just to Paul's hair, wrapping a curl around 
his finger in a move too tender for Paul to take remotely seriously. "I'll get you started. ‘Your lightnir’s all | 


need, my-" 
"Ace-" 


"Hey, we may never do it again outside this bedroom." He paused. "Shit, we were supposed to debut it during 
the tour, weren't we?" You had a cute little intro for me all planned out." 


"I really appreciate you rubbing it in 
"| bet, girlie. It's all right" 


Its not all right. God, Ace, we're fucked. Don't you understand that? We can mess around all we wanna, but 


it's not going to change what's happened. It's not gonna help." 


"Mr. Stanley," Ace said, then laughed hard, pressing his mouth to the curl wrapped around his finger. He 
dropped the curl and kissed the side of Paul's face. "Mr. Stanley, | am inviting you to join me in a private 
concert on the bed we just fucking defiled ourselves on. C'mon, c'mon" Ace cleared his throat. "Your lightnin's 


all | need, my satisfaction gro-ows.. you make me feel at ease, you even make me glo-ow..." 


Off-key as always. Being upped half an octave hadn't helped Ace's singing ability at all. Ace seemed aware of 
that, patting Paul's thigh in encouragement as he continued. 


“Don't cut the power on me, I'm feeling low, so get me high.. shock me- oh, Paul, c'mon-" 


"Make me feel better," Paul finally begrudged. He was slightly off-key, too, but at least it only stemmed from 
lack of effort. He didn't even like the sound of his own voice while speaking right now, actually singing was twice 
as bad. He had pretty uneven vocal control normally, really, and his voice was so damn high now he always felt 
like he was on the verge of squeaking while trying to sing. It had embarrassed him just singing to the radio in 

front of Gene. What if this was what he was stuck sounding like from now on? How would he ever end up on a 


record again? Ace seemed undeterred. 


"Shock me..." 


“Put on your black leather" Gene was supposed to do the low harmony there with him. They were supposed 
to share a mic for the choruses, so Ace could have the spotlight as he muddled through the verses. Ace had 


started to tap the beat lightly on the inside of Paul's thigh. Paul didn't move. 

"One more time, one more- ‘shock me..." 

"We can come together." 

Ace got in an inevitable, teasing grope between his legs. Paul just rolled his eyes. 

"You still sound pretty good. | like it. Gene coming back soon?" 

"Maybe half an hour." That depended on traffic. Paul tried to prepare himself for whatever other ideas Ace 
had. He didn't feel up for another round just yet, and despite everything, he didn't think that was Ace's intent, 
either. 


"| don't really wanna kill the view here, but you might wanna cover up your tits before then" 


Paul laughed dryly. God. Ace had seen him naked before Gene had, and Gene had been living with him for days 


now. 

"If we don't, Gene'll think we've invited him to a threesome." 

"You know Gene doesn't threesome." Ace sat up, rustling around for his clothes and putting them back on as 
he spoke. Paul sat up on his arms, but didn't make a move to get dressed yet. "Itd be one at a time. 'M not 
volunteering for his sloppy seconds. | better go." 

"You sure? If you wanna stay, Ace, | don't mind" 

"Nah." 

"But this is two of us now, maybe we should stick together." The more he thought about it, the more certain 
of that much Paul was. Besides, it was reassuring to be around someone who knew exactly what he was going 
through right now. Even if he had a warped attitude towards the whole thing. "Jeanette kicked you out, right-" 
"I still got Petey. Its gonna be fine." Ace stepped over to the vanity mirror, picking up Paul's teasing brush and 
starting to use it to backcomb his hair. Paul could still feel his gaze on him from there. "It really is. | mean 
it" 


"What makes you so sure?" 


"Those big brown eyes, Paul. Long as you can bat those around, no chick'd curse you forever. We'll make it out 


of this." 


"You think that's enough?" 


‘Oh, sure." He tossed the brush back at Paul with a wink and a smile. "And if we don't, well, you can call me up 


anytime you need a hand. Or a couple fingers. l'm not picky." 


